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Rossetti, stewed in a pot, seasoned with herbs and scented with
jonquils—that was the essence of Ethel's mind. Her love of
Nature and her affinity with woods led one to suspect that she
was in reality a dryad. A dryad who fell in love with mortal
man and lost her soul to marry him.
Up to the time of her marriage all her friends were writers and
artists. In their home one met most of the people one had
ever heard of. These doors opened up a new world for me.
Ethel treated me indulgently and did not laugh at my literary
aspirations. I appreciated her and spent days alone with her,
revelling in her mind as in a garden of flowers, filled with
sounds of fountain and flute.
But it is a terrible thing when one's friends take unto them-
selves husbands. It removes them to another planet. Tem-
porarily Ethel was removed; she became unintelligible ; she
was making a son. I could not, at that time, follow the intricate
working of her mind, nor the deep emotional reaction that filled
her soul like cathedral music. Some time later I caught up
with her.
It was about this time that my first article appeared in the
National Review. Leo Maxse had suggested to Violet Asquith
to write something on country house visiting, or on modern
entertainment from a critical point of view, promising to keep
the authorship strictly anonymous. Violet Asquith did not
want to do it and handed on the suggestion. The theme
appealed to me; I set to work, with a dare-devil spirit, to
describe as insolently as possible all the kinds of houses I had
stayed in, each with its type of hosts and guests. People
recognized themselves, and recognized each other. Consider-
able comment was aroused, Some were flattered and others
furious. Everyone wanted to know who had written it.
A few said it was Maurice Baring. The truth leaked out.
There ensued an angry volte-face on the part of those who had
attributed it to Maurice Baring. They didn't any longer think
it was well written. They said : " She has done for herself ! "
and " She will never be asked anywhere again." But I had
earned my first ten pounds, and Leo Maxse had written to me
that William Meredith, partner in Constable & Co., was inter-
ested in the author, to the extent of wishing to see me. I

